AFTER   EVEREST
seemed incredible, so much so that when I saw it I felt
my balance was wrong and fell over backwards ! At the
top of the pass we saw nothing but clouds, but on our
way down we got the same marvellous view from 14,500
feet, far too wonderful to paint, although I had a go at it.
Next morning (June 27th) we got an even better view
from our little camp, seeing the whole mountain from the
top to its foot in the valley below us—not so impressive
as when partly covered by cloud, but still interesting to
see the whole thing, and how it was built, so to speak.
Altogether a most worth-while little trip, and we came
down to Trobdje with about five sketches apiece and the
satisfaction of having got a first-class view of what is, I
suppose, one of the two or three finest peaks in the world,
for several brief minutes.
June 28th.—The others returned from their trip down the
gorge, and Norton and I felt that we had had the better
end of the stick. Next day, Beetham, Geoff., Odell, and
I went up to our high camp again, but got no view at all;
very disappointing, especially for Beetham, who had his
big camera.
On the 30th we all left Trobdje on the way back—
much recovered in health for our ten days at a reasonable
elevation ; my sore throat entirely gone, my breath also
much better.
July 3rd saw us across the pass (no view) and at Kya-
trak, where there is a village, which I am afraid will mean
drunken coolies to-morrow. It's very cold here in this
bleak spot at the foot of a large glacier, very like our
Rongbuk Base Camp. What the people in the village
live on, goodness knows.
July 4th,—Long march, at first through the big and
rather dull Kyatrak valley, with immense moraine heaps
on either side (the glacier must have been right down the
valley for a very long time, as the moraines are nearly
2,000 feet high in one part, and for the first 5 miles all are
over 1,000 feet). Saw a very large herd of Kiang (wild
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